ay,  march 


THE  BLOOMFIELD  CITIZEN 


Mrs.  St^Tt,  who  was  as  communicative  and 
amusing  as  usual,  and  who  chattered  away 
to  him  m  ho  suddenly  saw  Miss  Bretherton 
signaling  to  him  with  her  arm  in  that  of  his 

you  know.  Mr.  Kendal. "  she  said  as 
bo  weuiup  to  her.  “you  must  really  take 
Mme.  d©  Chateauvieux  away  out  of  this 
noise  a  ad  crowd#  It  is  all  very  well  for  her 
to  preach  to  me.  Take  her  to  your  rooms 
and  get  ber  some  food.  How  1  wish  I  could 
entertain  vnu  here,  but  w  ith  this  crowd  it  is 


Miss  Bretberton's  last  recall  was  over,  and 
the  box  was  filled  1&  bis  absence  with  a  stream 
of  friends  and  a  constant  murmur  of  con¬ 
gratulation  which  was  music  iu  the  ears  of 
Mme.  tie  Chateauvieux,  and,  for  th-  moment, 
silenced  in  Kendal  bis  own  throbbiug  and 
desolate  consciousness. 

“There  never  was  a  holiday  turned  to  such 
good  account  before,"  a  gray  haired  dramatic 
critic  was  saying  to  her,  a  man  with  whose 


derers  tail  back  berore  her  as  though  she 
was  some  ghastly  avenging  spirit  Then, 
bending  over  him,  she  snatches  the  dagger 
from  the  grasp  of  the  dying  man,  saying  to 
him  with  a  voice  into  which  Isabel  Bretbertou 
threw  a  wealth  of  pitiful  tenderness:  “There 
is  but  one  way  left,  beloved.  Your  wife  that 
should  have  been,  that  is,  saves  herself  and 
you— sol" 

And  in  the  dead  silence  that  followed,  her 
last  murmur  rose  upon  the  air  as  the  armed 
men,  carrying  torches,  crowded  round  her. 
‘•See,  Macias,  the  torches— how  they  shine! 
Bring  more — bring  more — and  light— our 
marriage  festival!'’  /, 

“Eustace!  Eustace!  There,  now  they  have 
let  ber  go !  Poor  child,  poor  child !  how  is 
she  to  stand  this  night  alter  night  f  Eustace, 
do  you  hear#  Let  us  go  in  to  her  now- 
quick,  before  she  is  quite  surrounded.  I 
don't  want  to  stay,  bat  1  must  just  see  her. 
and  so  must  PauL  Ah,  Mr.  Wallace  has 
go ne-ai ready,  but  he  described  to  me  bow  to 
find  ber.  This  way  I" 

Ami  Mme.  do  Chateauvieux,  brushing  the 
tears  from  her*  eyes  with  one  hand,  took  Ken¬ 
dal's  arm  with  the  other,  and  harried  him 
along  the-  uarrow  {Ktssages  leading  to  the  door 
on  to  the  stage,  M.  de  Chateauvieux  follow¬ 
ing  them,  his  keen,  French  face  glistening 
with  a  quiet  but  intense  satisfaction. 

As  for  Kendal,  every  sense  in  him  was 
covetously  striving  to  hold  and  fix  the  ex¬ 
periences  of  the  last  half  hour.  The  white 
muffled  figure  standing  in  the  turret  door, 
the  faint  lamplight  streaming  on  tiio  bent 
head  and  upraised  arm — those  tones  of  self 
forgetful  passion,  drawn  straight,  as  it  were, 
from  the  pure  heart  of  love — the  splendid 
energy  of  that  last  defiance  of  fate  and  cir¬ 
cumstance — i he  low  vibrations  of  her  *H  ing 


By  MBS.  HUMPHREY  WARD, 

AUTHOR  or  “ROBS  RT  ELSSEBl’ 


CHAPTER  YIL 

It  was  a  rainy  November  night.  A  soft, 
continuous  downpour  was  soaking  the  Lon¬ 
don  streets,  without,  however,  affecting  their 
animation  or  the  noctural  brightness  of  the 
capital,  for  the  brilliance  of  the  gas%  lamps 
was  flashed  back  from  innumerable  patches 
of  water,  and  every  ray  of  hglit  seemed  to  lie 
broken  by  the  rain  into  a  hundred  shimmer¬ 
ing  reflections.  It  was  the  hour  when  all  the 
society  of  which  an  autumnal  London  can 
boast  is  in  the  streets,  hurrying  to  its  dinner 
or  its  amusements,  and  when  the  stream  of 
.liners  out,  flowing  through  the  different 
•hannels  of  the  west,  ’s  met  in  all  the  great 
thoroughfares  by  the  Btream  of  theatregoer* 
setting  eastward. 

The  western'end  of  D - street  was  esjie- 

cially  crowded,  anil  so  was  the  entrance  to  a 
certain  narrow  street  leading  northward  from 
it,  in  which  stood  the  new  bare  buildings  of 
the  Calliope.  ^Outside  the  theatre  itself  there 
was  a  dense  mass  of  carriages  and  human 
t icings,  only  kept  in  order  by  the  active  vigi¬ 
lance  of  the  police,  and  wavering  to  and  fro 
with  kaleidoscopic  rapidity.  The  hue  of 
>.srriages  aeepied  interminable,  and  after 
thoeo  who  emerged  from  them  had  run  the 
gauntlet  of  the  dripping,  curious,  good  tem¬ 
pered  multitude  outside,  they  had  to  face  the 
sterner  ordeal  of  the  struggling  w  ell  dressed 
•rowd  within,  surging  up  the  double  stair 
case  of  the  newly  decorated  theatre.  The' air 
inside  was  full  of  the  hum  of  talk,  arid  the 
whole  crowd  bad  a  homogeneous,  aim  >st  a 
family  air.  as  though  the  contents  of  one 
great  London  salon  hud  been  poured  into  the 
theatre.  Everybody  seemed  to  know  every¬ 
body  else;  there  were  politicians  nml  artists, 
and  writers  of  books;  known  and  unknown; 
there  were  fair  women  and  wise  women  and 
great  ladies;  and  there  was  that  large  sub- 
itratuin  of  faithful,  but  comparatively  name¬ 
less,  persons  on  whom  a  successful  manager 
learns  to  de  fie  nil  with  some  confidence  on  a»v 
first  night  of  importance. 

And  this  was  a  first  nigjit  of  vxtvpf'on- 
»ble  interest.  So  keen,  indeed,  h.*d  been  the 
ximpetition  for  tickets,  that  many  of  those 
present  had  as  vague  and  confused  an  idea  of 
how  they  came  to  be  among  the  favored  mul¬ 
titude  pairing  into  the  Calliofie  as  a  man  in 
a  street  janic  has  of  tie  devices  bv  w  hich  he  | 
!has  struggled  past  the  .barrier  which  has 
overthrown  his  neighbor.  Miss  Bretberton's 
first  appearance  in  “Elvira"  had  been  the' 


‘•Isabel,  my  dear  Isabel,"  cried  Mme.  de 
ChateaWticux,  holding  her,  “can't  yon  slip 
away  tap.  and  leave  Mr.  Wallaco  to  do  the 
bouorsliTiiere  will  be  nothing  left  of  you 
to-mori»w ." 

“YesJjircctly.  directly!  only  I  feel  as  if 
sleep  were  a  thing  that  did  not  exist  for  me. 
But  y 04 must  certainly  go.  Take  her.  Mr. 
Keudaly  doesn't  she  !<x>k  a  wreck!  I  will  tell 
M.  de  if  "bateau  vieux  and  send  him  after 


the  bottom  in  that  nature  that  might  ftossora 
yet.  Must  people  who  are  younger  at  the 
trade  than  I  would  not  hear  of  it-  1  was 
commonly  agreed  that  her  success  would  last 
just  as  long  as  the  first  freshness  <f  her 
beauty,  and  no  more.  And  now — the  English 
stage  has  laid  its  hold  at  last  upon  a  great 
actress." 

Mme.  de  Chateau vieux's  smiling  reply 
was  broLen  by  the  reappearance  of  \Valla<-e. 
round  whom  the  buzz  of  congratulation  c.osed 
with  fresh  vigor. 

“How  is  she#"  asked  Mme.  de  Chateau¬ 
vieux,  laying  a  hand  on  his  arm.  “Tired?" 

“Not  the  least!  But,  of  course,  all  the 
strain  is  to  come.  It  is  amazing,  you  know, 
this  reception.  It's  almost  more  trying  than 
the  acting.  Forbes  in  the  wiDgs,  looking  on, 
is  a  play  in  himself:" 

Iu  auother  minute  the  hubbub  had  swept 
and  t  he  house  had  settle!  into  si¬ 
lence. 

_  Macias  was  the  central  figure  of  the  see- 

feeling  in  ns  neighborhood,  and  hi*  tragic  omlact.  In  the  great  scene  of  explanation 
death  is  the  only  natural  ending  to  .1  career  between  himself  and  Elvira,  after  he  had 
so  fierce  and  uncontrolled.  Elvir.i.  with  forced  his  wav  into  her  apartment,  his  fury 
whom  Macias  1*  111  love,  the  daughter  of  of  jealous  sarcasm,  broken  by  flashes  of  t  lie 
Nuno  Fernandez,  is  embodied  gentleness  and  old  absolute  trust,  of  the  old  tender  worship, 
virtue,  until  the  fierce  progress  of  h.-r  fate  had  lieen  finely  conceived,  and  was  well  rea¬ 
lms  taught  her  that  men  are  trvacher  w*  and  dered  by  the  promising  young  actor  whom 
the  world  cruel.  For  h**r  love  ljad  U-en  pros-  Wallace  had  himself  chosen  for  the  |>ai  t  El- 
perous  and  Miioutb  unt  d  by  a  series  <  f  events  vira,  overwhelmed  by  the  scorn  and  despair 
it  hail  been  brought  into  antagonism  with  of  ber  lover,  and  conscious  of  the  treachery 
two  opposing  interest*— those  of  her  father  which  had  separated  them,  is  yet  full  of  a 
and  of  a  certain  Fcruan  Perez,  th  ■  L » '1  and  blind  resolve  to  play  the  part  she  has  as- 

tbe  bitter  end,  to  save  her  own 


'  she  took  Marie's  shawl  from  Kendal*  arm 
and  put  it  tenderly  round  her;  then  she 
tmikd&wn  into  her  eyes,  said  a  low  “Good 
night.  Ip*:  and  kindest  of  friends.'"  and  the 
brotherland  sister  hurried  away,  Kendal 
droop:  it  he  hand  which  had  l«eeu  cordially 
Biretcliad  out  to  himself. 

“Do  jkiu  mind,  Eustace!"  said  Mme.  de 
Chateau*  »eux,  as  they  walked  across  the 
stage,  f  I  ■  ugbt  to  go.  and  the  iurty  ought 
to  break  «:  But  it  is  a  shame  to  carry  you 

off  fp-ifl  S  j  many  friends." 

“Mi  4*  Vv  by,  l  have  ordered  supper  for 
you  in  ay  rooms,  and  it  is  just  midnight.  I 
hopb-tufc?  people  will  have  the  sense  to  go 
soon.  How.  then,  for  a  cab." 

They  flight ed  at  tho  gate  of  the  Temple, 
and,  asfci  y  walked  across  tho  quadranglo 
under  a *ky  still  heavy  with  storm  clouds, 

Mme.  iMt-'liatc.uuvicux  said  to  her  brother 
with  a  <g;i:  “Well,  it  has  been  a  great  event. 

I  neve||  remember  anything  more  excitiug 
or  mor^uccexsful,  But  there  is  one  thing, 

1  tliinl  Jhat  would  make  me  happier  than  a 
hundred  Elviras,  and  that  is ’to  .see  Isabel 
BretheAn  the  wife  of  a  man  she  loved!" 

Then  a  »:itl-  broke  over  her  fats*  as  she  looked  FALL  TERM  OPENS  SEP  TEMBER  *18. 
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Lnnkinn  the  victure  tof  mi  eru. 
the  universality  of  the  motives  ap[»-a!ed  :o 
Tha  diction  <1  the  piece  was  the  dictum  •>* 

Alfred  d-  Vigny  or  of  the  school  of  Victor 
Hugo.  It  wa>,  in  ice  i,  rather"  a  ilrapiitic 
love  poem  than  a  play  in  the  toodarn  ijense 
and  it  depended  altogether  fur  it*  success 
upon  the  two  characters  of  Mama*  and  El 
vira.  j 

In  devising  the  character  of  Maciak  the 
Italian  author  had  tnado  11*0  of  a  traditional 
Spam  *b  tv  j>e.  whu!h  has  it*  historical  source*, 
an  1  has  inspired  many  a  Sjjam-.li  pet  from 
the  Fifteenth  century  downward.  Macias  i-  oat  again, 
knight,  |sjet  and  lover;  bis  1  *>«•  i*  a  kihd  of 
southern  madness  which  withers  every  other 
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sonalijy  of  tho  woman — all  these  different 
impressions  were  holding  wild  war  within 
him  as  he  hastened  on,  with  Mario  clinging 
to  his  arm.  -Vial  beyond  the  little  stage  door 
the  air  seemei  1  to  be  even  more  heavily  charged 
with  excitement  than  that  of  the  theatre. 
For,  as  Kendal  emerged  with  his  sister,  his 
attention  was  perforce  attracted  by  tho  little 
crowd  of  persons  already  assembled  around 
the  figure  of  Isabel  Bretherton,  and,  as  his 
eye  traveled  over  them,  he  realized  with  a 
fresh  start  the  full  compass  of  tho  change 
which  had  taken  place.  To  all  the  more 
emineut  persons  in  that  group  Miss 
Bretherton'  had  lieen  six  mouths  before 
an  ignorant  and  provincial  beauty, 
good  enough  to  create  a  social  craze, 
and  nothing  more.  Their  presence  round 
her  at  this  moment,  their  homage,  tho 
emotion  visiblo  everywhere,  proved  that  all 
was  different,  that  she  had  passed  the  Lamer 
which  once  existed  befween  her  and  the 
world  which  knows  and  thinks,  and  had 
been  drawn  within  that  circle  of  individual¬ 
ities  which,  however  undefined,  is  sail  the 
vital  circle  of  any  time  or  society,  for  it  is 
the  circle  which  represents,  more  or  less  bril¬ 
liantly  and  efficiently,  the  intellectual  life  of 
a  generation. 

Only  one  thing  was  unchanged— the  sweet¬ 
ness  and  spontaneity  of  that  rich  womanly 
nature.  She  gave  a  little  cry  as  she  saw  Mme. 
de  Chateauvieux  euter.  She  came  running 
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sumed  to  _  _  _ , 

name  and  her  father's  from  dishouor.  and  to 
iiiter]K.ise  the  irrevocable  barrier  of  her  mar¬ 
riage  \ow  betweeen  herself  and  Macias.  Sud¬ 
denly  they  are  interrupted  by  the  uppr  >ach 
of  the  -duke  and  of  Fernan  Perez  Elvira 
throws  herself  between  her  husband  and  her 
lover,  and,  having  captured  the  sword  of 
Macias,  hands  it  to  the  duke.  Macias  is  ar¬ 
rested  after  a  tumultuous  scene,  and  is  led 
away,  shaking  off  Elvira's  efforts  to  save  him 
with  bitter  contempt,  and  breaking  loose 
from  ber  with  the  prophesy  that  in  every  joy 
of  the  future  and  every  incident  of  her  wed¬ 
ded  life  the  specter  of  his  murdered  love  will 
rise  before  her,  and  “every  echo  and  every 
breeze  rejieat  the  fatal  name,  Mat-ins.’’ 

During  the  rapid  give  and  take  of  this 
trying  scene,  Keudal  saw.  with  h  kind  of 
incredulous  admiration,  that  Isabel  Brether- 
tou  never  ouce  lost  herself,  that  every  gesture 
was  true,  every  word  struck  home.  Her  ex¬ 
traordinary  grace,  her  marvelous  beauty, 
were  ail  subordinated  to,  forgotten  almost  in, 
the  supreme  human  passion  speaking  through 
her.  Macias,  iu  the  height  of  his  despair, 
while  he  was  still  alone  with  her.  hud  flung 
her  Lis  sword,  declaring  that  be  would  go 
forth  and  seek  liis  death  an  unarmed  and 
defenseless  man,  Then,  when  he  becomes 
conscious  of  the  approach  of  bis  rival,  the 
soldier's  instinct  revives  in  him;  lie  cal’s  for  1 
Lis  sword;  she  refuses  him,  and  lie  makes  a  j 
threatening  step  towards  her. 

Mac  —My  sword.  Elvira. 

Elvira — Never! 

Beatrix— Ah!  they  are  here.  It  is  t-*-)  .'ate I  , 

Elvira— Go!  No  blood  shall  flow  for  me. 
Come  no  nearer — or  I  shall  sheathe  it  in  this 
breast. 

All  the  desperate  energy  of  a  loving  w-  .man  ' 
driven  to  bay  was  iu  ber  attitude  as  sha  re-  1 
pelled  Macias,  whereas  in  the  agony  of  bei 
last  clinging  appeal  to  him,  as  his  guards  led  ! 
hinioff,  every  trace  of  her  momentary  hero¬ 
ism  had  died  away.  Faint  and  trembling. 


The  thirds  w  ere  said  ro  lightly,  they  be¬ 
trayed  90  clearly  the  speaker’s  conviction 
that  she  aad  made  a  foolish  mistake,  that 
they  stung  Kendal  to  the  quick,  llow  could 
Marie  b.rc  known#  Had  not  his  letters  for 
the  lastBtreo  months  been  misleadingeuougb 
to  deceife  the  sharpest  eyes?  And  yet  she 
felt  uiwisonablv  that  she  ought  t<>  have 
kuowitAthere  was  a  blind  clamor  iu  him 
against  lb<'  blunt  ness  of  her  sisterly  percep¬ 
tion.  I 

His  silence  was  so  prolonged  that  Mme. 
de  Cbapnuvieux  was  startled  by  it  She 
slipped  $er  baud  into  his  arm.  “Eustace!" 
Still  110 Answer.  "Have  I  said  anything  to 
annoy  jpu.  Eustace?  Won't  you  let  your  oi  l 
sister  have  her  dreams?" 

But  sill  it  seemed  impossible  for  him  to 
speak,  fee  could  only  lay  his  hand  over  hers 
with  a  lAotherly  clasp.  By  this  time  they 
were  at  Hie  foot  of  the  stairs,  and  he  led  the 
way  u{^  Mme.  de  Chateauvieux  following 
in  a  tui  wit  of  auxious  conjecture.  When 
they  rei  iied  his  rooms  be  put  her  carefully 
intoad  air  by.  the  lire,  made  her  take -some 
sand  wit  »es  ami  set  the  kettle  to  boil  in  his 
handy  t  ichelor  way  that  he  might  make  her 
some  ta  ;  and  all  the  time  he  talked  about 
various  othiugs,  till  at  last  Marie,  unable  to 
put  up  with  it  any  longer,  caught  his  hand 
as  he  w  *p  bonding  over  the  fire. 

‘•EustBK*:"  she  exclaimed,  “be  kind  to  me 
and  dou%  jierplex  me  like  this.  Oh,  my  poor 
old  bar  Mr.  you  in  love  with  Isabel  Brether- 

tonr  ¥ 

He  dr*w  himself  to  his  full  height  on  the. 
rug  and  gazed  steadily  into  the  fire,  the 
lines  of  bis  mobile  face  setting  into  repose. 

“Yesjfbo  said,  as  though  to  himself,  “I 
love  hcr|  I  lielieve  1  have  loved  her  from  the 
first  ma 

Mme. 
silent,  I 


own  political  advancement.  Tho  intrigue 
devised  between  tho  two  is  perfectly  success¬ 
ful.  Macias  is  enticed  away ;  Elvira,  forced 
I  to  believe  that  she  is  deserted  nud  betrayed, 
1  is  half  driven,  half  entrapped  into  a  marriage 
with  IVrez,  and  Macias,  returning  t  >  claim 
!  her  against  a  hundred  obstacle*,  meets  the 
L  weddnig  i«rty  on  their  way  back  t  >  the 
palace  of  tho  duke.  . 

The  rest  of  the  play  represented,  of  course, 

1  the  struggle  la-tween  the  contending  farces 
|  thus  dovelnpeiL  lit  plan  and  mechanism  tho 
,  story  was  one  of  a.  common  romantic  type. 

1  neither  better  nor  worse  than  hundreds  of 
others  of  which  tiio  literary  achtves  of  the 
first  half  of  the  present  century  are  full!  It 
required  all  the  aid  that  fine  literary  dvat 
I  meat  epu’d  give  ir  to  raise  it  above  the 
of  vulgar  null  drama  and  turn  it  iuto  traa- 
'  edy.  But  fortune  had  been  kind  to  it;  the 
subject  had  been  already  handled  in  the  Ital- 
’  ’  '  and  true  tragic  in- 
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i  ian  sketch  with  dclieac. 
sight,  and  Edward  Wallace  had  broiigkt  all- 
the  resources  of  a  very  evenly  trained  and 
critical  mind  to  bear  upon  his  task.  It  dould 
hardly  have  been  foreseen  that  he  w  ould  be 
attracted  bv  the  subject,  but  once  at  jvurk 
j  upon  it  he  had  worked  w  ith  enthusiasm.1 

The  curtain  drew  up  on  the  great  hall  the 
.  Yillena  jolace.  Everything  that  antiquarian 
,  knowledge  could  do  bad  been  brougbttabear 

f  upon  the  surroundings  of  the  scene;  theldeli- 
eato  tile  work  ot  tho  walls  and  flora, the 
leather  hanging*,  the ,  tapestries,  the  cajrved 
wood  and  brass  work  of  a  Spanish  palace  of 
the  Fifteenth  century,  had  been  copied  with 
lavish  magnificence;  an.l  tlio-  crowded!  ex¬ 
pectant  hou*o  divided  its  attention  n:ii  ap¬ 
plause  during  the  first  scene  between,  the 
beauty  nud  elaboration  of  its  setting-anil  the 
play  of  the  two  tolerable  actors  who  repre¬ 
sented  Ezra’s  father  and  the  rival  of  Manias, 
Ferr.an  Perez. 

Fernan  Perez,  having  set  the  intrigtie  on 
foot  which  is  to  wreck  the  love  of  Macias 
and  E.rira.  had  just  risen  from  his  seat  when 
Wallace,  who  was  watching  the  stage  in  a 
torm-  nt  o;  m ingle.  1  satisfaction  and  deshair, 
touched  Mme.  de  Chateauvieux'*  arm. 

“Now:"  be  said.  “That  door  to  tho  left." 
Kendal,  catching  tho  signal,  rose  front  his 
seat  In- bind  M  ac.  tip  Chateauvieux  and  Lent 
forwavd.  jl'he  gnqt  dotA’  at  the  end  oC  the 
palace  hid  ».ywly  ojienetl.  and  gliling 
through  ;t  with  drooping  head  and  hands 
claspe.1  K  tore  h-  r  came  Elvira,  followed  by 
ber  little  maid  Beatrix.  The  storm  wjhicb 
jgreetdl  her  appearance  was  such  a*  tlnjilled 
the  j  uIm-*  ..f  the  oldest  hai>itue  iu  the  thehtre. 
Teare  fame  to  Mme.  Chateauvieux  *  t*yes, 
an.l  she  1 « >l.e«l  up  at  her  brother. 

“What  a  scene!  It  is  overpowering  —jit  is 
too  much  : •  Ler!  1  wish  they  would  let  her 
goon!' 

Kendal  mad?  her  no  answer,  h:s  soul  was 
in  lus  c*;  he  had  no  senses  fur  any  butj  one 
person.  She  was  there  within  n  few  yards 
of  him.  in  all  the  sovereignty  of  her  beuuty 
nud  tar  fame,  mvisud  with  the  utmost  ro¬ 
mance  that  c  rcunistauces  cuM  bestow]  and 
aU-lt,  if  haif  he  heard  were  true,  to  rekp  » 
great  artistic  no  less  than  a  gnat  j>er*onal 
triumph.  Had  he  felt  toward  her  only  141  tbs 
public  I.  it.  it  would  have  been  an  «-xj>erit.uc« 
Devon  1 1 he  common  run,  aial  as  It  w  a*— oh, 
thisacUing.  intolerable  sense  ..f  desuv,  of  sep- 
aratioii. « I  irremediable  need.'  Was  that  hei 
voic»*#  He  had  heard  that  tone  of  despair  in 
it  before— under  over  archiug  wof^ls,  *her. 
the  June  warmth  was  in  the  air!  That 
white,  outstretched  hand  ha.l  otic©  lain  blase 
clasjied  1;»  his  own;  those  eyes  had  once 
looked  with  a  passianato  trouble  into  his. 
Ah,  it  was  gone  forever;  nothing  wiould 
ever  rentU  it— that  one  quick  mduient  of  liv¬ 
ing  c.e.ifLic; !  In  a  deeper  sense  than  met  the 
ear.  sin*  w  .i*  on  the  stage  and  he  among  the 
audieiufo.  To  the  end  his  gray  life  would 
play  the  part  of  spectator  to  hers,  or  el-e  she 
w  'Uid  n  have  passed  beyond  h;s  grasp 
t  n.  just  as  Elvira twouUI  have  van- 
tsbed  id  a  little  while  from  th©  sight  of  tne 
great  ail.'. once  which  new  burg  upon  her 
every  m  -v  .uncut. 

Then  from  the  consci>>u*ness  of  his  own 
private  smart  he  was  swept  out.  whether  he 
woul  1  or  i  .  into  t  he  general  current  of  feel¬ 
ing  whjch  was  stirring  the  multitude  of!  hu¬ 
man  things  aniund  bull,  and  b© found  bim- 
wlf  grjalua..  -  in:**tt-re»l  by  considerations  of 
a  different  order  altogether.  M'a*  thm  the 
actre>s  Iu- had  watched  with  such  i  .  -ssant 
cnru*al- -revo.t  six  mouths  hetor^f  W*.  this 
the  half  •  ducated  girl  gr*q»u>g  at  resa.fts  ut¬ 
terly  In*  void  l«T  realization,  whom  hf  re- 
nl•>mlH-re*i, 

It  stvSiwsl  to  Lira  im:K«sii-le  that  this  quick 
artist  id  intelligence,  this  nervous  und-r*|and- 
irg  of  tiie  dematuls  made  w-m  her.  thn<  fac¬ 
ulty  in  meeting  ttiem.  tvm!  I  have  l -cert  de- 
xelopeif  by  the  same  Isatun  Brethertvui  whose 
ear.u-r  imag-  was  so  distinctly  graven  oil  bis 
memory.  And  yet  his  trained  eye  1-amed 
after  a  while  to  decipher  m  a  hundr-ol  "udi- 
c:-iioas  the  |«ast  history  of  tae  cha:ig».  Her 
vi it  h..w  she  l.a»l  worktxl  and  where,  tfi»  ia- 
duemvs  which  had  been  brought  to  ioar 
o}s  a  her  were  all  familiar  to  him;  th-y  had 
bt en  port  >  f  bis  own  training,  and  they  be¬ 
longed, as  L-e  knew,  to  the  first  »oh.x>J  o#  dra- 
n»aii*art  in  Europe — to  the  seboo  Which 
k«*  ps  a|;ve  fnon  generation  to  gene;  vi-m  the 
Mo*l  c;i.v  and  lame  of  toe  beet  French 
il;ao.  He  came  to  estimate  by  degrees  oil 
th.v  >Lie  had  d.-ne;  he  saw  al»-»all  sh*  had 
•tilltofio.  In  t; «»  spring  she  had  tee-i  a^i  ac¬ 
tress  w  a  >ut  a  future,  condemned  by  thr  m- 
eiorab>»  1  gic  of  things  to  her  lump  de¬ 
sert  Int  with  the  first  withering  •{  her 
1  >eaut y  N  w  *!ie  hath  as  it  were,  bat  -urn-d 
toward  her  rightful  goal.  t>ut  her  fee:  wore 
in  tb*»  gn-a:  high  road,  an  i  Keniial  sa  »  le- 
fore  he».  if  she  bad  but  streugth  to  rea  th  it, 
the  very  l.igbcst  summit  of  artisti  •  sn  -cos* 

The  end  of  the  first  act  was  reac!ie.i.  El¬ 
vira,  re’turaing  from  the  perf.irmaxuv  -<  tue 
marriage  cere nvmy  in  the  chapel  of  the  pal 
ace,  had  enw-rged  baud  in  hand  with  cerhas- 
bond,  anil,  foil  iw«*l  by  her  wreLling  tram, 
upon  U»e  great  balL  She  lead  caught  sight  of 
Macias  standing  blanched  and  tott. -nag  un¬ 
der  tne  weight  of  the  incredible  uews  which 
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hers?— “if  you  only  knew  «L‘  your  sister 
has  been  to  me!  How  much  I  owe  to  her  and 
I  to  you !  It  was  kind  of  you  to  come  to-night. 

;  l  should  bsre  v— *,■>  disappointed  if-A'OU 
hadn’t !" 

Then  she  caine  closer  to  him  and  said  archly, 

I  almost  in  his  ear: 

“Have  you  forgiven  mef ' 

“Forgiven  you?  For  what f 

“For  laying  hands  on  Elvira,  after  alL  You 
must  have  thought  me  a  rash  and  headstrong 
;  person  when  you  heard  of  it.  Oh,  I  worked 
so  hard  at  her,  and  all  with  the  dread  of  you 
in  my  mind!" 

This  perfect  friendly  openness,  this  bright 
camaraderie  of  hers,  were  so  hard  t>  meet. 

“You  have  played  Eivira,"  he  said,  “as  I 
never  thought  it  would  be  played  by  any¬ 
body;  and  I  was  blind  from  first  to  last.  I 
hoped  you  had  forgotten  that  piece  of  pedan¬ 
try  on  my  part.  ’’ 

“One  does  hot  forget  the  turning  points  pf 
one’s  life,"  she  answered  with  a  sudden 
gravity. 

Kendal  had  been  keeping  an  iron  grip  upon 
himself  during  the  past  hours,  but.  as  she 
said  this,  standing  close  beside  him,  it  seemed 
to  him  impossible  that  his  self  restraint  should 
hold  much  longer.  Those  wonderful  eyes  of 
hers  were  fuil  upon  him;  there  was  emotion 
in  them — evidently  the  Nuneham  scene  was 
in  her  mind,  as  it  Was  in  his— and  a  great 
friendliness,  even  gratitude,  seemed  to  look 
out  through  them.  But  it  was  os  though  his 
doom  were  written  in  the  very  candor  and 
openness  of  her  gaze,  and  he  rushed  despe¬ 
rately  into  speech  agaip,  hafdly  knowing 
what  he  was  saying. 

"It  gives  me  half  pain,  half  pleasure,  that 
you  should  speak  of  it  so.  I  have  never 
ceased  to  hate  myself  for  that  day.  But  you 
have  traveled  far  indeed  since  the  'White 
Lady" — 1  never  knew  any  one  to  do/so  much 
iu  so  short  a  time!" 

She  smiled— did  h£r  lip  quiver?  •  Evidently 
his  praise  was  very  pleasant  to  her,  and 
there  must  have  been  something  strange  and 
stirring  to  ber  feeling  in  the  intensity  and 
intimacy  of  his  tone.  Her  bright  look 
caught  his  again,  and  he  believed  for  one 
wild  moment  that  the  eyelids  sunk  and  flut¬ 
tered.  He  lost  all  consciousness  of  the  ! 
crowd;  bis  whole  soul  seemed  concentrated 
on  that  one  instant.  Surely  she  must  feel  it,  ! 
or  love  is  indeed  impotent: 

But  no — it  was  ail  a  delusion!  she  moved  I 
away  from  him.  and  the  estranging  present  ] 
rushed  in  again  between  them. 

“It  has  been  M.  de  Chateau  vieux's  doing, 
almost  all*  of  it.  she  said,  eagerly.  w,th  a 
a  change  of  voice,  “and  your  sister's.  Will 
you  come  and  see  me  some  time  and  talk 
about  some  of  the  Paris  people?  Ob.  I  am 
wanted !  Bur  first  you  must  be  introduced 
to  Macias.  Wasn't  he  good?  It  \vas  such  an 
excellent  choice  of  Mr.  Wallace  s.  There  he 
is,  and  there  is  hi*  wife,  that  pretty  little 
dark  woman.  ' 

Kendal  followed  lur  mechanically,  and 
I*resentlv  found  himself  talking  nothings  to 
Mr.  Karting,  who,  gorgeous  in  bis  Spanish 
dress,  was  receiving  the  congratulations 
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>  Chateauvieux  was  tremblingly 
,  thought*  traveling:  liaok-  over  the 

.  ^lightning  rapidity.  Could  sbe  re- 
membertone  word,  one  look  of  Isabel  Breth- 
erton's,  If  which  her  memory  might  serve  to 
throw  tip?  smallest  ray  of  light  on  this  dark¬ 
ness  in  feiich  Eustace  seemed  to  be  standing? 
^»o,  notAne.  Gratitude,  friendship,  esteem- 
all  the®  had  been  there  abundantly,  but 
nothingfe&e— not  one  of  those  many  6igns  by 
which  q*o  woman  betrays  her  love  to  au¬ 
other  !  She  rose  and  put  her  arm  round  her 
brotberlneck.  They  had  been  so  much  to 
one  ana$bcr  for  nearly  forty  years;  he  had 
never  w*ntod  anything  as  a  child  or  youth 
that  sbcliad  not  tried  to  get  for  aim.  How 
strange¥b  >w  intolerable,  that  this  toy,  this 
boon  wail  beyond  hpr  getting! 

Her  ifutc  sympathy  and  her  deep  distress 
touchedrhim,  while,  at  the  same  tun?,  they 
seemed  io  quench  the  last  spark  of  hope  in 
him.  H*d  he  counted  upon  hearing  some¬ 
thing  fitoni  her  whenever  he  should  break 
silence  ranch  would  lighten  the  veil  over  the 
future?  At  must  have  been  so,  otherwise  why 
this  seti^  of  fresh  disaster? 

“DeaK  Marie,"  he  said  to  hep,  kissing  her 
brow  as  she  stood  beside  bim,  “you  must  be 
as  good  to  mo  as  you  can.  1  shall  probably 
be  a  good  deal  out  of  London  for  the  present, 
and  myfeooks  are  a  wonderful  help.  After 
ail,  life  m  not  all  summed  up  in  oue  desire, 
however*  strong.  Other  things  are  real  to 
me — I  am  thankful  to  say.  I  shall  live  it 


disappear,  there  was  a  pathos  so  true,  so 
poignant,  that  it  laid  a  spell  upon  the  au 
thence,  and  the  curtain  fell  amid  a  breathless 
silence,  which  made  the  roar  that  instantly 
followed  doubly  noticeable. 

But  it  was  in  the  third  act  tjiat  sho  won 
her  highest  triumph.  The  act  opened  with  * 
scene  between  Elvira  and  her  husband,  in 
which  sbe  implored  him,  with  tho  humility 
and  hopelessness  of  grief,  to  allow  her  to  re¬ 
tire  from  the  world  aqd  to  hide  the  beauty 
which  had  wrought  such  ruin  from  the  light 
of  day.  He,  in  whom  jealousy  ha*  taken 
fierce  root,  refuses  with  reproach  amj  insult, 
and  in  the  full  tide  of  her  pataionate  reaction 
against  his  tyranny,  the  news  is  brought  her 
by  Beatrix  that  Fernan,  in  his  determination 
to  avoid  i  he  duel  with  Macias  on  the  morroiv, 
which  the  duke,  in  acconjanee  with  knightly 
usage,  has  lieen  forced  to  grant,  has  devised 
means  fur  a**:issinatin|j  his  rival  in  prison. 
Naturally,  her  w  hole  soul  is  thrown  into  an 
effort  to  save  her  lover.  Slie  bribes  his  guards. 
She  sends  .Beatriz  to  denounce  the  treach¬ 
ery  of  her  husband  to  the  duke,  and,  finally, 
she  herself  |**netrates  inti»  the  cell  of  Macias, 
to  warn  him  of  the  fate  that  threatens  him 
and  to  persuade  him  to  Qy. 

It  was,  indeed,  a  dramatic  moment  when 
the  gloom  of  Macias*  cell  was  first  broken  by 
the  glimmer  of  the  hand  lamp,  which  re¬ 
vealed  to  the  vast,  expectant  audience  the 
form  of  Elvira  standing  on  the  threshold, 
searching  the  darkness  wit*i  her  shaded  eyes;  1 
and,  in  the  great  love  scene  which  followed,  ■ 
tho  first  sharp  impression Vqj  steadily  deep-  i 
ened  word  by  word  and  gesture  after  gesture 
by  the  geuuis  of  the  actress.  Eivira  fiud9  * 
Macias  in  a  mood  of  calm  and  even  joyful 
waiting  for  the  morrow.  His  honor  is  satis¬ 
fied;  death  and  liattks  are  before  him  and  , 
the  proud  Castilian  is  almost  at  peace.  The 
vision  of  Elvira’s  pale  beauty  and  his  quick  ; 
intuition  of  the  dangers  she  has  run  iu  forc¬ 
ing  her  way  to  him  produce  a  sudden  revul-  , 
siou  of  foeliug  towards  her,  a  flood  of  passion¬ 
ate  reconciliation ;  he  is  at  ber  feet  once  more; 
he  feels  that  she  is  true,  that  she  b  his.  She, 
in  a  frenzy  of  tear,  cannot  succeed  for  all 
her  efforts  1 1  dimming  his  ecstasy  of  joy  or 
In  awakeui.ig  him  to  the  necessity  of  flight, 
and  at  last  he  even  resents  her  terror  for 
him,  berymtrenties  that  he  will  forget  her 
and  escape. 

"Great  Heavens!"  he  says,  turning  from 
her  in  despair,  "it  was  nof  love.  it  was  only 
pity  that  brought  her  here."  Then,  broken 
down  by  the  aw  ful  pressure  of  the  situation, 
her  love  resists  hi.;  no  longer,  but  rather  sbe 
sees  in  tlie  full  expression  of  her  own  heart 
the  only  chance  of  reconciling  him  to  life 
and  of  persuading  him  to  take  thought  for 
his  own  safety. 

El'  ira— See.  Macias,  these  tears — each  one 
i*  yours,  b  wept  for  you!  Oh.  if  to  soften 
that  proud  wfil  of  yours  this  hapless  woman 
must  needs  open  ah  her  weak  Leaxt  to  you.  if 
sin*  nnw  needs  tell  you  that  she  lives  ui.lv  m 
v,-ur  life  and  dies  iu  your  death,  her  lips  will 
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jactation  as  those  around  hiui.' and  all  the 
time  conscious  inwardly  that  to  him  alone,  of 
all  the  humanl beings  in  that  vast  theatre,  the 
experience  of  the  evening  would  iv  so  t  ualiy 
and  desperately  important  that  life  on  the 
other  sale  .-f  it  jrould  bear  the  mark  of  it 
forever  h  was  a  burden  to  him  that  his 
l-ister  suspected  nothing  of  hi*  atate  of  fvel- 
mg.  it  would  Lave  consoled  him  that  she 
should  know  it.  but  it  seemed  to  bun  iiupos 
sible  to  tell  her. 

"There,  are  the  Stuarts,"  he  said,  lending 
down  t,.  ber,  ns  the  orchestra  struck  up.  “iq 
the  box  to  the  left.  Forbes,  I  quppoee,  wifi 
join  them  whm  it  begins.  1  am  t-»ld  he  has 
liven  working  like  a  horse  f  r  this  play. 
Every  detail  m  it,  they  say,  is  |>vrfcct,  artis¬ 
tically  and  historically,  and  *  the  time  of 
preparation  has  liven  exceptionally  short. 
Why  dal  she  refuse  to  begin  again  with  the 
•White  Lady,’  to  give  herself  more  time?" 

“1  cannot  tell  you.  except  that  sh.-  had  a 
repugnance  to  it  which  could  not  U*c<  :  over. 
1  believe  her  a^-ociations  with  the  flay  were 
so  painful  that  it  would  have  seemed  an  evil 
omen  to  her  to  begin  a  new  reason  w  ith  i;.  "' 

"Was  she  wise,  I  wonder.'" 

“I  think  *he  did  well  to  follow  her  fancy  iu 
the  matter,  and  she  hereclf  has  had  plenty  of 
time.  Sun  was  working  at  i;  ad  the 
week*  she  was  with  us.  and  young  llarting. 
too.  |  think,  had  notice  enough.  Some  of 
the  smaller  jarts  may  go  rough! v  to-night, 
but  they  w.dsoon  fail  iuto t>hajfc  ’ 

“Poor  Wallace"*  said  Ken  lal.  •  o©  must  bo 
wishing  it  well  i*ver.  !  ne'er  -aw  a  h" us© 
better  stacked  with  critic*." 

“Here  he  i*."  cried  lime  de  Chateauvieux. 
betraying  Lcr  suppressed  .  \  ;  cm,m  i:i  her 
nervous  little  start.  “Ob,  Mr.  Wallace,  bow 
do  you  <1  •!  and  how  are  things  g.  :.g  " 

Poor  Wallace  threw  himself  in:,*  bis  seat, 
looking  the  picture  of  imVrv  >-•  far  as  hoi 
fao\  which  Nature  had  im>,AA  in  .  ne  of 
ber  cheerfuiest  moods,  was  ca; .  ■  of  it. 

“My  dear  Mme.  de  Chateau'  ic.u,  I  hive 
n  >  mi  re  ci'tion  than  the  man  in  the  raoou. 
Miss  Bretherton  is  au  angel,  ami  w.r.b  ut 
Forbes  -  e  should  ha'e  i>'i:ali*ed  a  luvuirwJ 
runes  alrea.lv'  aid  that's  about  a. !  L  know. 
As  for  tbeoluer  a  toes.  I  sup;****  they  wfil 
ge:  through  their  p©rt*  somehow,  hut  at  pre* 
ent  l  feel  like  a  mail  at  the  f  »«:  of  tliegalows 
There  g>*-»  the  liell,  now  fbr  it  " 

The  sketch  for  fie  play  of  “E.'ira"  had 
tes<»4  f.Mind  among  th-  paper*  of  •»  v.wmg 

penndrM  I; aha  «•«».>  li.ol  di«*l  *alin-»st  of 
rtarvatBm.  in  his  Roman  garret,  during 
lh<.k>e  teenu  ig  after  IN'* 1  w  —-j  p'e:* 

grew  On  everv  heilge  aii'J  tfYe  ro-il.-r.i  •  •  is 

i  . 

la  a  little  privately  prinini  »■  .  .  n  ■  u...  b 
EJward  Wabaee  had  picked  up  brchiu<v-*n 
the  Parts  quays,  lie  bad  rend  u  i  i  >  t  i  .,<• 
hour*  |;i  a  railway,  had  <eni  it»oi|ulu>i’y«. 
and  h^»l  forthwith  set  t->  w,urk  to  de'>l«»p  the 
sketch  into  a  play.  But  In  dvrelofiug  ■the 
had  carefully  pre»rve,l  1 1*.*  e  ha  racier  of  the 
■  rigirtal  con<'rptiou.  It  was  a  rumvptieo 
Strictly  of  tba  U  muntir  tune,  and  the  rti- 
cutioa  of  it  prrwmUst  very  little  of  that 
fVriety  of  U.ive  which  m<«lrru  sail  now  ha »e 
hsmel  toe*|w>et.  The  |4av  D  ll  ••twr  rapid, 
lirwalti.es  sn>r>  -4  lava  jeahawy .  d.s,„,r  vl| 
doaih.  and  lold  It  directly  su-i  lonnV  r 
ruptwdl  \  .  wiltoMit  any  hgliter  Inter  . >,.!■■• 
AuLUur  and  aU|S»i  alike  lu»d  trust*- 1  rq 
lirvly  Ui  th»  tragi  Igrvsnf  Iks  wtmi 
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him  it  produce*  a  joy  which  tain*hes  all 
thought  of  j ersouai  risk,  and  makes  separa¬ 
ta  n  fr  m  her  Worse  thou  death.  When  she 
bid*  him  fly.  he  replies  by  one  word, 
“Coaie:  and  not  tid  xhe  has  p  mused  to 
gunle  h.m  b>  the ic tty  gates  and  to  follow  him 
.ii  b»  journey  wdi  he  move  a  step  to- 
war*ls  freedom.  And  tfien,  when  her  dear 
~..:id  i*  aibout  to  open  to  him  the  door  of  his  ( 
[TNir.,  it  is  1.*.  late.  Fernan  and  his  assas- 
-mi  are  at  hand,  the  stairs,  are  surrounded, 
and  c*r»iw  is  exit  off.  Again,  in  there  lost 
moments,  wnen  the  locked  door  still 
between  them  and  the  death  awaiting  them, 
ber  m<ol  i*  one  of  a^  , aired  terror,  not  for 
herself,  liut  for  him.  while  he.  exalted  far 
above  ail  fear,  supports  and  ber. 

Maoai  —  Think  no  more  of  the  world 
which  has  destroyed  u«!  We  owe  it  nothin* 
—n  thing  1  Come,  the  hoods  which  hnked 
us  to  it  are  forever  broken.  Death  u  at  the 
U.xt;  w*>  are  aireodv  dead !  Come,  and  make 
death  i<eautiful.  teil  me  you  love,  lore  love 
me  to  tne  end : 

Then,  putting  her  from  him,  he  goes  oat  to 
meet  h.>  eaetmea  There  is  a  clamor  outside, 
and  be  returns  wounded  to  death,  pursued  by 
\ and  his  men.  He  fails,  and  Elvira 
de.ends  him  from  ber  husband  with  a  K*ok 

and  gestures*,  terrible  that  be  and  the  mur 
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